184:              To the Rev. Thomas Percy            [1755

I fare you well, Lady Hounsibelle5,

Tor I must needs be gone ;
And this time two year 111 meet you again,

To end the true love we begun*
That's a long time, Lord Lovel, she said,

To dwell in fair Scotland:
And so it is, Lady Hounsibelle,

And to leave a fair lady alone.
He called unto his stable-groom

To saddle his milk-white steed.
Hey down, Hey down, Hey, hey derry down,

I wish my Lord Lovel good speed.
He had not been in fair Scotland

Above half a year,
But a longing mind came over his head

Lady Hounsibelle he would go see her.
He had not been in fair London

Above half a day,
But he heard the bells of the high chapel ring;

They rung with a Sesora.
He asked of a gentleman

That stood there all alone,
What made the bells of the high chapel ring,

And the ladies to make such a moan.
The King's fair daughter is dead, he said,

Whose name's Lady Hounsibelle;
She died 'for love of a courteous young knight,

Whose name it is Lord Lovel.
Lady Hounsibelle died on the Easter Day,

Lord Lovel on the morrow;
Lady Hounsibelle died for pure true love,

Lord Lovel he died for sorrow.
Lady Hounsibelle's buried in the chancel,

Lord Lovel in the choir;
Lady Hounsibelle's breast sprung up a rose,

Lord Lovel's a branch of sweetbriar.
They grew till they grew to the top of the church,

And when they could grow no higher
They grew till they grew to a true lover's knot,

And they both were tied together.
6 Enclosed in the preceding letter, on a separate sheet,ed.
